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being the rule of the house exactly observed, for he never
exceeded in drink or permitted it. On the other side was
a door into an old chapel not used for devotion ; the
pulpit, as the safest place, was never wanting of a cold
chine of beef, pasty of venison, gammon of bacon, or great
apple-pie, with thick crust extremely baked. His table
cost him not much, though it was very good to eat at, his
sports supplying all but beef and mutton, except Friday,
when he had the best sea-fish as well as other fish he

I0 could get, and was the day that his neighbours of best
quality most visited him. He never wanted a London
pudding, and always sung it in with * my part lies
therein-a.' He drank a glass of wine or two at meals,
very often syrrup of gilliflower in his sack, and had always
a tun glass without feet stood by him holding a pint of
small beer, which he often stirred with a great sprig of
rosemary. He was well natured, but soon angry, calling
his servants bastard and cuckoldy knaves, in one of which
he often spoke truth to his own knowledge, and sometimes

20 in both, though of the same man. He lived to a hundred,
never lost his eyesight, but always writ and read without
spectacles, and got to horse without help. Until past
fourscore he rode to the death of a stag as well as any.